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Gract was in all her Steps, Hevn in her Eye ;.. 8 3 
In ev'ry 9 Dignity and Love. = 
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The BEAU TIE S,&. 


VE ſacred Nine, whoſe ſweetly flowing ſtrains, 
So long have charm'd Britannia's bliſsful plains; 

So long _ given her tuneful fons to claim, 

The foremaſt rank amidſt the rolls of fame; 

That Grece herſelf, your whilome fav'rite ſhore, 

Deſerted, boaſts your reſidence no more; 

But yields the glory to that pleaſing grove, 

Where Waller warbl'd forth his ſlighted love: 

Where Denham, Dryden, Pope, or pe or ſung, 

Or — — charm'd the liſt ning throng : 

Where Chaucer erſt reform'd th' unpoliſh'd fwains, 

Or greater Milton breath'd diviner ſtrains: - 

Where Avon flows, or gently winding Tweed, 

Or Thames reflects the primroſe painted mead. 

And ſince no more by fam'd Caſtalian ſprin & 

But Cowper's hill, or Windſor ſhades ye ſing; 

O let me thence your heav'nly aid implore, 

To themes unſung by Britiſh Muſe before : 

The ſparkling charms of th' Antigonian fair; 

For Ear ſtill ſhou'd be the Muſes care : 

For this, forſake your lov'd retreats awhile, 

And deign to viſit our remoter Ile. 

What tho' the + ſoul-enliv'ning ſource of Day, 

Illumes our plains with more intemp'rate ray : 

Vet cooling breezes fan the ſultry noon, 

And yield delights beneath a torrid ſun. 

What tho' no ſtreams meander thro' the piains, 


To flake the fev'riſh thirſt of languid ſwains ; 7 
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Vet ſpring and ſummer join to charm us here, 
And endleſs verdure crowns the blooming year. | 
Come then Aonian Maids, come tuneful choir, - 
And beam upon our Iſle poetic fire. % 
Come Paphian goddeſs, queen of love's domain, 
With all the ſubjects of thy gentle reign ; 
The comely Graces from th' Idalian grove, 
And little blind, but potent god of love ; 
Eros and Anteros, with Hymen join'd, 
Nor leave the goddeſs of bright youth behind ; 
While wakeful fancy wantons in your tram, 
T'exalt my numbers, and improve my. ſtrain, 
BeGiN the Song from that moſt pleaſing night, 
When late th' aſſembl'd charmers ſhone ſo bright. 
The dazling ring, whoſe roſy ſmiles could move, 
The frozen hermits icy breaſt to love ; 
And like the ſun that gilds the Greenland fea, 
Make horrors ſhine and ev'ry gloom look gay. 
Hail beauty, hail ! tho' earthly, yet Divine, 
For what knee bows not to thy facred ſhrine ? 
While meaner Monarchs, meaner rule maintain, 
A vaſſal-world acknowledges thy reign. _ 
The prince that ſhines beneath th' Imperial crown, 
For thee wou'd lay the ſacred ſceptre down; 
While ſuppliant crowds to him bow down the knee, 
More ſuppliant far he bends his foul to thee. 
The heroe tried in many a well-fought day, 
With pride confeſſes thy ſuperior ſway, 
And crowns and kingdoms, trophies to his arms, 
Lays with his heart, a trophy to thy charms. 
Tur humble peaſant at thy pleaſing ſmile, 
Forgets the mis'rſes of perpetual toil, | 
And pleas'd can burn beneath the ſcorching ſup, 
To taſte thy favours when his work is done. 
5 Wurn 


[ 4 | 
Wu virtue dwells with thy angelic form, 
To her ſmooth paths thou canſt the ſinner charm : 
But when, alas I thou treadſt the ſinners road. 
Thou canſt delude the fgint himſelf from God. 
Tux ſullen Qynic who avoids thy arms, 
Blaſphemes becauſe he merits not thy charms, 
1 flies with dire remorſe thy ſoft abode, 
As Atheiſts ſhun the arguments for God. 
Tux ſavage Indian, whoſe d:ath-dealing bow 
Is all his art, and all he ſeeks to know, 
Amidſt the clouds of ignorance can fee 
A Pow'r Divine, and likens it to thee. 
SUCH beauty is, and fo divinely bright, 
Did ſhe diſplay her heav'nly charms that night. 
In each accompliſh'd, ſweetly ſmiling fair, 
In ſportive innocence aſſembled there. 
Bur aim, my mute, in ſoft melliflu'nt lays, 
To give to fame each lovely fair one's praiſe ; 
Such lofty themes to greater bards belong, 
But where ſuch merit calls, attempt the ſong. 
BenoLD the long-wiſh'd hour approaches nigh, 
And fable darkneſs veils the clouded ſky, 
Cecilia's ſons th harmonions lyre attune, 
And blazing lights recal the abſent noon ; 
When DELI1a thro' th' admiring numbers preſt, 
Like Phebus riſing from the golden Eaſt ; | 
Where art firſt ſeem'd her utmoſt {kill t exprels, 
In all the rich magnificence of dreſs : 
But Delia ſmil'd ſo innocently gay, 
That lovely nature bore the prize away. 
Bur hark ! the murm'ring plaudit's far and near, 
Proclaim th' approach of SachARISssA fair, 
She comes,ſhe comes! behold th' enchanting maid : 
What pity tis ſuch blooming charms ſhou'd 2 
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Shall that ſoft breaſt of undiſſolving ſnow, * 
Forget to rival all that's fair below ? . 
Ah lovely maid ! redeem the time that flies, 
Faſt as new conqueſts from thy ſparkling eyes ; 
Redeem the time, and in thy lover's truth, _ 
O prove the beſt preſervative of youth. 

Bur ſee where lovely FLAvIA moves a queen, 
Divinely ſweet, ineffably ſerene. 
Where'er ſhe wings her way, ill-nature flies; 
When cer the charmer ſpeaks, reſentment dies. 
Where charms like theſe our admiration move, 
To ſee the fair but once, mult be to love. | 

Bur ſee where like the bright return of day, 
CHLoOR1s in her approach illumes the way. 
So fair her form, and fo ſublime her parts, 
That words wou'd only injure her deſerts : 

For where ſo many heav'nly beauties ſhine, 
Angels ſhou'd ſing, and language be divine ! | 
Bur ſee like Phebe, midſt the ſtarry throng, 

Where Pn1LLIDA majeſtick moves along, | 
In whoſe ſoft frame ten thouſand charms appear, 
Sweet as the Spring, and as the morning fair. 


Such outward charms the Grecian queen confeſt; 


But had ſuch icy virtue ſteel'd her breaſt, 

The hapleſs Dardan race had flouriſh'd long, 

And ths themes ſurviv'd in Homer's ſong. 
THERE SYLVIA moves, where ev'ry beauty's join'd 

To grace the perſon and improve the mind, 

Whate'er the great, the amiable, and juſt, 

Of virtue, beauty, ſenſe or wit can boaſt. 

In age itſelf her charms we ſhall adore, | 

That bane of beauty muſt improve her more; 

For what her lovely face a foe ſhall find, 

Will add new beauties to her nobler mind. 


Bur 
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Bur lo! the loveli'ſt of her lovely race, 
OrinDa comes, with more than mortal grace; 
Whoſe paſſions led by virtue's dictates move, 

In ene harmonious round of focial love: 
For all that's tender dwells within her breaſt, 
Sure fairer frame ne er harbour'd fairer gu it. 

Brno p the charming AMORETTA Move, 
In graceful attitude the queen of love; 
Beneath her riſing front's horizon bright, 
Iwo radiant luminaries beam their light ; 
While down her boſom flow her lovely locks, 
Like Phebus golden beams on chryſtal rocks; 
On either lip in ſoft conjunction meet, 

The cherry's ripen'd hue, and juicy ſweet ; 
The ſoft retreat of her ſtill ſofter breath, 
And ſweet incloſure of her iv'ry teeth ; 

For all that can the raptur'd boſom charm, 
In picture join'd her lovely picture form. 

Bur there the matchleſs CuLoH moves along, 
The ſweeteſt theme to ſwell the poet's ſong ; 
The aromatic breath of Sharon's flow'rs, 

When wak'd by influence of vernal ſhow'rs, 
Not half the melting ſweetneſſes can claim, 
That wanton round her love-commanding frame. 

Anp now DoRinDa, beauteous maid, appears, 
In all the lovely pride of blooming years ; 
Whaſe gentle ſoul with endleſs ſweetneſs fraught, 
Ne'er new the tempeſt of an angry thought. 
Compaſſion, peace, complacency, and love, 

The heav'nly ſprings that all her paſſions move. 

THERE like the ſun, ador'd in Perſian plains, 
Bright FLoRIMEL unlook'd-for conqueſt gains: 
Her unaffected innocence the ſame, 

As Eve's, Cer yet ſhe look'd into the ſtream. 
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TurRTN lovely STELLA ſhines, in whom unite, 
Whate'er can r the ſoul, or pleaſe the ſigglt. 
Thrice happy he to whom it ſhall be * at" 
With her t' anticipate the joys of heav'n x 
Whoſe ſilken ſmile or ſympathetick tear, 

Can ſweeten all the bitterneſs of care. 

O could I teach my flowing ſtrains to ; charey, | 
Smooth as her ſoul and beauteous as her form; 
My language like her lovely frame, refin d, 

My thoughts ſublime as her exalted mind: 

That mind that does the buſy world deſpiſe, Bye ? 
And in itſelf aſcend the lucid ſkies. 1 
Then ſhou'd her praiſe thro' ev'ry living line, 
In brighteſt bloom to future ages ſhine.  - + --., * 

Turk PoLLy like the dawn of flow'ry May, 1 

In youthful bloom makes all around her gay: 
For gloomy cares her chearful preſence ſhun, 
As wintry clouds avoid the ſummer's ſun, 
Her virtue to her wit adds double grace, 

As jewels take new luſtre from her face. 

Turst are the ſuns that gild our happy plains, 
The queens that ſhare imperial love's domains. 
Imperial love, that paſſion wiſely giv'n, 

To ſhew mankind a glimpſe of future heav'n ; 
Where happy ſpirits find in endleſs love, 
The moſt ſublime of all the joys above. 

AND now the charmers fill the flaming hall, 
And form in choreal ſets th' harmonious ball: 

In mazy dance to mirthful muſic move, 
And charm the ſoul ten thouſand ways to love. 

So Venus erſt the nymphs and graces led, 
Beneath the filver moons depending ſhade ; 

So fir'd the breaſt of each admiring twain, 
Meand'ring lightly o'er the ſylvan ſcene. 
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Thoſe ſoft amuſements of the fair to blame; 
And murmur like the Owl that hate the ſun, 
At joys your apathy has never know... 
Bur come ye vot'ries of the ſmiling fair, 
Ye ſwains who boaſt their young chains to wear: 
Their pleaſing chains, for that enchanting ſtate, 
Can render freedom dull, and bondage ſweet |! 
Come join the Bard to hail the lovely ring, 
With ev'ry wiſh the willing Muſe can bring. 
May ev'ry bliſs to each bright charmer flow, 
That laviſh fortune can to merit ſhew : 
Long unmoleſted by corroding cares, | 
May circ'ling pleaſures crown their circ'ling years: 
And when they yield to death's impartial chace, 
New beauties, Phœnix- like, ſupply their place. 
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